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Chapter 1/1 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by a discussion about condom play (really!), for a prompt of \'latex.\" 


Rw Re Re Ke Ko Kw Kw HK 


Long, clever fingers curled tight against his sweet spot, sparking Billie's vision with white as he fucked down 
onto Mike's hand, heavy breath mingling in the air between them. He whined as they withdrew, leaving him 
wanting, craving, needing, but with just enough of his brain still operational to pant, "Wait, wait. Missing 
something here." 


He wriggled away as Mike groaned, back a second later with the square package that their lack of exclusivity 
demanded. Billie opened it and then, seeing his lover's frustration at the delay, a wicked little smirk quirked his 
mouth. His body language changed, shifting from now, now, now, to a languorous, sultry ease as he slunk closer 


to Mike, holding the condom in one hand and lube in the other, hazel eyes coy. 


"What's the rush, dude?" Billie leaned in, lips skating over a muscular shoulder. "M'not going anywhere." He 
grinned at Mike's expression and flipped the cap open on the lube, squirting a little on his fingers before tossing 
the closed bottle to the floor. 


Taking care where he put his nails, Billie rubbed one slippery fingertip inside the bulbous tip of the condom, 
knowing that little bit of slip where it counted would feel good. He looked down long enough to match the 
flattened, lubed latex to the smear of pre-come decorating Mike's erection and then recaptured that blue gaze, 


secure enough in the rest of the process not to need to watch it. 


Billie Joe licked his lips; they curved when Mike unconsciously echoed the action, his lover's attention riveted to 


his every move. He tilted his head, words coming in a low tone that spoke of experience and hunger. 


"You know what this means? It's just like a little preview, Mikey. Feels like when you push against that taut 
muscle, forcing it to stretch, to let you in" He rolled the condom down enough to cover the cockhead, hand 
fisting around the latex. "Then there's that kind of pop and you're in; tight, hot pressure squeezing you, first 


just the head and then you ease all the way in, a fraction of an inch at a time." 


Billie nuzzled his lover's neck as he followed his own directions, the thin rubber stretching over swollen flesh a 
tiny bit more, and then more, drawing it out as he listened to Mike's breathing grow harsh and desire spun 
hazily through his body. He still had lube slickening his other hand and he slipped it behind Mike now, one finger 
pressing into that beautiful ass, congruent with his description of the slow penetration; concurrent with the 
agonisingly slow progress of the condom over Mike's cock. He could feel sweat beading across his shoulder 
blades, adding its perfume to the thick scent of sex rising between them; air puffed hot against his temple in 
sharp exhales, his own bouncing back in cooled echoes from overheated skin. The moment felt suspended, full 
to bursting with potential as Billie worked his finger into Mike and brushed over his prostate once, twice, three 


times while his other hand completed its task, the condom nestling snug against crisp curls. 


Mike growled and heavy-lidded hazels sprang open at the raw sound. Billie squeaked in a most undignified 
manner as he was shoved down onto the bed and unceremoniously flipped onto his front, stomach dropping 
away as hands clamped onto his hips and dragged him back to meet hot flesh pushing hard against his ass, 
just the way he'd said. Only Mike stayed right like that, cockhead teasing his pucker, refusing to let him push 
back or take him in. Billie whimpered, elbows braced on the mattress, head hanging low as the lanky torso 
folded over him, the sensual torture sensitizing him until he could feel himself loosening, arousal spiking into 


frantic need. 
"Please," he whispered, shivering at the deep chuckle answering his entreaty. 


"My turn, Billie Joe. I'm not going to inch my way in" Teeth scraped along his spine, making him arch and moan, 


‘lm going to teach you what happens to smug little teases and fuck you blind” 


His gut clenched with lust at the hoarse promise but his body opened and Mike rammed inside, striking gold 
with unerring precision, making him cry out at the intense flood of pleasure, his lover's pace brutal and 


exacting, wringing further moans and whimpers until Billie pressed his face into the sweat-dampened sheet, 


meeting every heavy thrust and wanting, needing, more. Hazel eyes had long since closed, the better to focus 
on the slide of heat inside him and the delicious friction spinning him close to ecstasy. The jarring impact of 
sharp hipbones against his ass made his cock jump and swing until even the whistle of air around needy skin 


had him choking out wet sounds full of frustrated longing. 


And then those long, lovely fingers were wrapping around his erection, palm and dick both slick with sweat, 
rhythm perfect and synchronous and oh fuck A high-pitched cry clawed its way out of Billie's throat - almost, 
almost a scream as Mike roughly jerked him off, hips still pumping minutes after Billie shuddered through his 
own orgasm until he felt heat explode inside him and Mike slumped over his back, unwrapping his hand and 
propping it against the bed. 


A few more minutes passed before Mike moved, well-used latex sliding along Billie's passage until he was 
empty, warm body gone from his momentarily, and then his lover climbed back onto the bed and tipped him 


onto his side, to curl up with his nose pressed to Mike's collarbone and the sleepiness of satiation stealing 


through him. 


"Mikey?" Fuck, his voice sounded like he'd been eating glass after all that, and Mike's hand came up to stroke at 


messy black curls. 
"Yeah, Bill?" 


He smiled at the open concern; it was audible when he said, "I'll be able to see tomorrow, right? It's only 


temporary blindness?" 
Mike laughed, whacking him lightly across the back of the head. "Asshole." 


Billie grinned and snuggled closer. "Just checking." 


